FIRE BELOW

A screech answered me.
" Dowm for your life, sir! *'
With the words came the roar of a pistol and
a bullet went by my ear.
No dead man ever fell flat so quickly as I,
or ever lay more still. Indeed, I frankly
confess that I feigned myself dead, for for all I
knew I was fully exposed to Grieg's eye, and
all my hope of safety was in convincing the man
that his shot had gone home. Since Grieg was
no simpleton, this hope was excessively thin,
and I should have made ready to die had I not
been absorbed in remarking the beauty of life.
I was now in a kind of danger which I had
never known.
It was not so much that I was helpless, as
that I dared not run the risk of helping myself.
, Grieg might be unable to see me: I might be
in a position to bring him down. But because
I had no means of knowing whether or no I
was exposed, my hands and my eyes and my
wits were as useless to me as the buttons upon
my coat. I knew that the wood was not open,
that here and there were patches of under-
growth : and though these were thin and
staa^liBg and would have been rejected as
cover by any patrol, if I had fallen behind one
it wtmld have served my need. But whether
I was behind one I did not know: and in case
I was not behind one I dared not look.
That is an account of my condition. My
state of Blind began and ended with fear.
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